THE    VICAR   OF   MORWENSTOW              71

There in the chancel's voice of praise

Their simple vows were poured,
And angels looked with equal gaze

On Lazarus and his Lord.
There, too, at last, they calmly sleep,

Where hallowed blossoms bloom;
And eyes as fond and faithful weep

As o'er the rich man's tomb.

I know not why; but when they tell

Of houses fair and wide,
Where troops of poor men go to dwell

In chambers side by side,
I dream of an old cottage door,

With garlands overgrown.
And wish the children of the poor

Had flowers to call their own.

And when they vaunt that in these walls

They have their worship-day,
Where the stern signal coldly calls

The prisoned poor to pray,
I think upon an ancient home

Beside the churchyard wall,
Where roses round the porch would roam,
.   And gentle jasmines fall.

I see the old man of my lay,

His grey head bowed and bare:
He kneels by our dear wall to pray,

The sunlight in his hair.
Well! they may strive, as wise men will,

To work with wit and gold:
I think my own dear Cornwall still

Was happier of old.

Oh, for the poor man's church again,

With one roof over all,
Where the true hearts of Cornishmen

Might beat beside the wall!
The altars where, in holier days,

Our fathers were forgiven.
Who went with meek and faithful ways,

Through the old aisles, to heaven!

letter to one of the landlords in his parish showsre, there, the sacrament was shed
